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One 


The admission hung in the air, ignored, after that night. Neither man was quite willing to acknowledge it or do 
anything about it. David began to wonder if it happened simply because Dave had a little too much to drink. 
Maybe it was better just to leave the past in the past. But every time the redhead paused to look at David or 
even the way he still referred to him as ‘Junior’ made the younger man wonder. And curse himself for 
wanting to know so badly. 


The tour had begun. For the first couple days, they were all finding new habits, relearning old ones. The crew 
was still hammering out details and finding their feet. Everybody was too preoccupied to think about the 
slumber party. Dave was glad about that. He didn't regret saying those things to David, not in the slightest. 
But he was nervous about what might come next. Also nervous because he hoped his silence wasn't sending 


the wrong message. Confused, also, because ..well, because. 


Six days in and already, Dave was tired of the bus. Without telling the rest of the band and crew, he decided 
to treat them all and book them into a nice, swanky hotel. Just one night, it wouldn't hurt and it might help 
boost morale. He, kinder, gentler Dave, had learned to do things like this occasionally. Be rice, essentially. Dave 
had learned to be nice. He was just stretching out on his king sized bed in his air conditioned room, after a 


shower, when his iphone on the side table buzzed. 


"Thank you for the room. It was very sweet of you to do this for us all" The text said. 

Dave smiled and began typing a reply when another came in. From the same person 

"Can you come to my room for a sec or are you in for the night?" 

Shit. No. What? What does he want? Dave stood up and began pacing his room, reading the message again. He 
tucked his hair behind his ear and stopped pacing in the middle of the room. This is Junior. Stop being such a 
coward and go see him. Talk to him. After all, he did say a while back that he would do those things again. But 
so much time has passed. So many years. Dave looked up, into the mirror on the wall. There was no grey, 
thanks to chemicals, but he no longer had that long, shiny, gorgeous hair that Junior had once called a lion's 
mane. It fit so well at that time, angry and roaring all the time was he. It was thinning a little bit on top. His 
eyes weren't quite as bright and dazzling and his face was wrinkled and drooping. His waistline had expanded 
some, too. And he'd recently given up the fight against the grey hair he found on his chest. 

Holding his breath, he typed back, "What room number?" 

About twenty seconds later, "Across the hall from you." 


Five minutes later, because he had to work out all the nerves again, Dave opened his door to find David, arms 


crossed over his chest, waiting in the open doorway opposite his. He smiled at Dave. 
"lm in shorts and flip flops." Dave began, noting that David was still in jeans. 
"Don't care. Come in, please." 


When he moved aside to let Dave into the room, he inhaled as the redhead passed. The fresh smell of soap and 
his shampoo trailed behind him. 


"Junior, what is all of this?" He asked when he spotted the blanket tent in the middle of the room, propped up 
by the bed, the desk from the corner of the room and the chair. There was a bowl of peanut M€Ms, cans of 
soda chilling in the ice bucket, a deck of cards, and a stack of scary movies on DVD. 

The younger man laughed softly. "I'm throwing a slumber party of my own" 

"Oh." The redhead felt a mixture of relief and sadness. "Where are the others?" 

"| didn't invite them." 


"Ohh!" Dave lowered his eyes, grinning like a fool. 


"After all this time, the great Mustaine blushes?" David teased him. "Come on, what do you want to do first? 


Prank calls? A little poker? Spin the bottle?" 


"That was pretty stupid, wasn't it? Poor Chris and Shawn probably thought.! don't know what they thought" 
The older man shook his head. "I don't know what | was thinking.” 


"It was stupid but I'm glad you did it. Glad we finally got to say some of those things out loud. I've missed you 


so much, you know" 

"Missed me how?" 

"Well, coming back and playing in the band has been great. But this, now, is even better" 
"Junior, we can't do the things we used to do anymore 

"Why not?" 

"We have families. We're old and tired" 

"Old and tired?" David stepped around him and picked the hotel phone. "Old and tired, my ass." 
"What are you doing?" Dave sat down on the bed beside David and gave him a questioning look 


"Just be quiet" David told him as he dialed a number. He cleared his throat and then, "Yeah." In a very deep 
voice. "This Chris Broderick?" 


Dave's eyes went wide and he snickered softly. 


".got your number off my wife's phone. What the fuck are you doing screwing around with a married woman? 


She's pregnant, you know. And it sure as fuck wasn't me. l'm snipped" 


Dave had to clamp a hand over his mouth to keep from roaring. David slapped a hand on his thigh and 


squeezed. 
"What do you mean you don't know what I'm talking about? You fucked my wife and got her pregnant, you son 
of a bitch! Let me find out where you are! | will come down there and fucking kick your ass! Where you playing 


next, huh? Huh, motherfucker?! Oh, | gotta go. My bundt cake is done." And he hurriedly hung up the phone. 


The two men roared and rolled with laughter. Dave was rolled onto his stomach across the bed when David 


gave his ass a playful swat. 
"Gonna take my jeans off and get more comfortable. What movie you want to watch first? Go pick one." 


The younger man scooted off the bed and picked up his bag. He took it with him into the bathroom and closed 


the door behind him. Dave rolled over and sat up, staring at the closed door. What the hell was going on here? 
Did David want him like that? Was this his idea of foreplay? Was he just trying to make the situation more 


comfortable, knowing that Dave was already nervous and worried? 


When the door opened and David appeared in a pair of gym shorts and oversized t-shirt, he laughed at Dave. 
"You're in the same spot | left you." 


“Junior..David, I'm .| don't know.its been a really long time since." 

"Shh." David slowly lowered himself to his knees in front of Dave. He placed one hand on each of the redhead's 
knees. "I know what's going on in the thick head of yours. You started this. And you must have done so for a 
reason. Did you just want to know how | felt? Did you just want to know if | still would? Or did you want to try 


again?" 


Dave lifted a hand and laid it gently on top of David's head. He smiled down at his bassist. "Seeing you like this 


makes me remember that hotel room in.where was it? Madrid?" 
"When?" 

"| dont remember. Maybe '92" 

"We didn't go to Madrid in “42. Maybe :94" 


"How the hell should | know, right?" Dave laughed gently. "All | remember is we rushed back to the room 
because you had me so fucking hot by the end of the show. You had these tight leather pants." 


"Those, | remember quite clearly. Never saw them again after that night" 

Dave merely smiled as he twirled a lock of David's hair in his fingers. 

"You?" 

"Couldn't let you keep doing that to me. It was getting hard enough to control myself around you." 


The younger man groaned and lowered his head to rest on Dave's thigh. "I would have been okay with not 


hiding anymore." He whispered. 


Now both of his hands were stroking softly over David's hair. "I know. But | wouldn't have. | know that probably 


hurts you even now. I'm sorry.” 


"It doesn't anymore. Took a long time but we grew up. | know you better than anybody else. | know what is in 


your heart and now, that's enough." 


The pair remained in that position for several moments. David ran his fingertips lightly over the hem of Dave's 
shorts while he tenderly stroked David's hair. He was thankful to the younger man for letting him find his own 
way through this delicate reunion. Gaining courage, he slid a finger under David's chin and lifted his head from 
his lap. 


"Look at me for a second?" 


With two happy, caramel eyes gazing at him, Dave softly held David's head in two hands and pressed his lips to 


the younger man's forehead. 

"I can't" He murmured. He felt the head in his hands nod slowly. 

As David stood and turned away, he asked, "Did you pick a movie?" 

"David, Junior. Don't you even want to know why?" 

"You just don't feel the same anymore. | know. But thank you for telling me how you felt all that time ago." 

"| do. But I'll hurt you the same way | hurt you then" He grasped the younger man's hand. 

"No, you won't. We are not those kids anymore. I'm not that kid who let you hurt me. And you're certainly not 
that angry, volatile kid anymore. What did you want to happen that night at your house? You clearly needed 
something from me. Needed to know how | felt, right?" 

Dave nodded. 

"Well, now you know. I'm not going to stand here and beg you. Not that guy anymore. But it's here if you still 
want it. l'm here if you still want me." He pulled his hand away and went to the pile of movies. "Got one of 
your favorites. Child's Play." He held it up for Dave to see. 

The redhead laughed softly. "That wasn't my favorite. It was yours.” 

"What? No! | remember when it came out, you dragged me to see it. You were so excited about it" 


| was but | didn't like it. You did. Remember that Christmas, | gave you the doll as a gag gift?" 


David's face melted into a warm smile. "You're right. Wonder what ever happened to that thing. Probably 


somewhere with my missing leather pants.” 
Dave laughed softly and stood up to join his friend by the TV. "We can watch it if you want." 


"Remember what happened when we watched it the first time?" 


"You remember that but not which of us liked the movie?" 
"Hey, priorities." The bassist shrugged as he slid the DVD into the player. 


He then turned toward the blanket tent he made when Dave caught him. "Maybe we can just lay on the bed. If 


| get down on the floor, you're gonna need to help me up.” 

"Wouldn't be the first time | picked you up off the floor.” 

Dave grabbed the bowl of candy and the ice bucket of soda while David collapsed the tent and threw the 
blankets back on the bed. They ate the candy and drank the soda and about halfway through the movie, David 
made a face. 

"| liked this?" He asked Dave as they lay side by side. 

"Yeah, you did." 

"| had shit taste in movies back then" He hit the stop button on the remote and chucked it to the bottom of 
the bed. And then he rolled to his side, to face Dave. He propped his head on an elbow as he reached for 
another handful of candy. 

"This is why I'm fat now." 


"You're not fat, Junior. You look good. Better than me. You were always better looking than me." 


David studied his friend's face. "Is that what this hesitation is about? Do you think | don't find you attractive 


anymore?" 

"Why would you? I'm old” 

The younger man laughed under his breath. "We are both older, sure. And we can lay here all night and 
compare maladies and aches and pains and thinning hair and wrinkles. But it doesn't matter. | see you. 


Understand me? | see you." And he gently poked a finger against Dave's chest, over his heart. 


Dave pulled one hand out from under his head and used it to press David's against his chest and hold it there. 


‘| loved you." He said quietly. 
"| loved you, too." 
The older man let his eyes close. A million memories chaotically swarmed inside his mind. Younger versions of 


themselves. Sweet and tender moments gave way to lustful, hurried moments gave way to angry, hurtful 


moments. And finally, those gave way to this quiet moment they were sharing now. 


"I still love you." A hoarse whisper scratched its way out from his throat. 


‘| still love you, too." David's admission was a soft, breathy whisper in Dave's ear, followed by a light, feathery 
brush of his lips against Dave's cheek 


"| got an idea." Dave said as he sat up and looked back at David, still curled against the pillow. 
"What?" 
"Strip go fish." The redhead grinned as he picked up the deck of cards. 


"You're onl" 


